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my mercy for those men who have dared to lay hands on a power which I hold from God alone."
"Madame," returned Euthven, who seemed to have taken upon himself the embarrassing role of spokesman, while Lord Lindsay played impatiently with the hilt of his long sword," it is very painful to me to be compelled to undeceive you on that point; I have not come to seek mercy at your hands, but, on the contrary, to offer you pardon from the Secret Council."
" Me, my Lord! pardon to me!" cried Mary; " subjects offer pardon to their Queen! Why, the idea is so novel and so astounding that my surprise overshadows my righteous anger, and I beg you to continue, instead of order* ing you to stop where you are, as I ought, perhaps, to do."
"I will obey you the more willingly, Madame/* rejoined Euthven coolly, " because the pardon is offered only upon certain conditions set forth in these deeds, which will tend to the pacification of the State, so grievously compromised by the misdeeds they are in* tended to repair."
"May I be permitted to read these documents, my Lord, or am I expected to sign them with my eyes closed, confiding implicitly in the honorable motives of those who present them ? '*
"No, Madame," Euthven replied, " the Secret Council is desirous that you should have full cogni2ance of their contents, for you ought to sign them of your own free will."
" Then read them to mo, my Lord; I suppose that that is included among .the extraordinary duties you have assumed."
Lord Euthven unfolded one of the papers which he keld in his hand, and read as follows, in his ordinary impassive voice: